THOMALIN

It was upon a holiday,
When shepheardes groomes han leave to playe,
I cast to goe a shooting.
Long wandring up and downe the land.
With bowe and bolts in either hand,
For birds in bushes tooting.
At length within an Yvie todde,
(There shrouded was the little God)
I heard a busie bustling.
I bent my bolt against the bush,
Listening if any thing did rushe.
But then heard no more rustling :
Tho, peeping close into the thicke,
Might see the moving of some quicke,
Whose shape appeared not;
But were it faerie, feend, or snake,
My courage earnd it to awake,
And manfully thereat shotte.
When that sprong forth a naked swayne
With spotted winges, like Peacocks trayne.
And laughing lope to a tree ;
His gylden quiver at his backe,
And silver bowe, which was but slacke.
Which lightly he bent at me :
That seeing, I levelde againe
And shott at him with might and maine,
As thicke as it had hayled.
So long I shott, that al was spent;
Tho pumie stones I hastly hent
And threwe ; but nought availed :
He was so wimble and so wight,
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